XXV
IT is not yours, O mother, to complain, Not, mothci^purs to weep, Though nevermort, your son again Shall to your bosom creep,
Though nevermore again you watch your baby sleep,
Though in the greener paths of earth,
Mother and child, no more
We wander; and no more the birth
Of me whom once you bore,
Seems still the brave reward that once it seemed of yore;
Though as all passes, clay and night, The seasons and the years, From yoU| 0 mother, this delight,